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Abide the judgment there that shall not fall
By fierce election of men's clamorous mouths
Whose rage would damn you to the fire-clad death,
But by their sentence who shall do no wrong,
If justice may with honour make them sure
And faith defend from error.

Queen.                                Ay, my lord ?

I shall be doomed then ere I die, and stand
Before their face for judgment who should kneel
To take my sentence as a scourge, and bear
What brand my tongue set on them? Nay, ye are mad -3
Kings have been slain with violence and red craft
Or fallen by secret or by popular hands,
But what man heard yet ever of a king
Set to the bar of his own men to plead
For life with rebels' reasons, and wage words
With whoso dare of all these baser born
Rise up to judge him?   Surely I shall die,
Be rent perchance in pieces of men's fangs,
But of their mouths not sentenced : in fair field
That only steel that bids a king's neck stoop
Is the good sword that in a warlike hand
Makes his head bow and cuts not off his crown
But with the stroke of battle; who hath seen
By doom of man a king's head kingdomless
Bow down to the axe and block? so base an edge
Can bite not on such necks.   Let me bleed here,
By their swift hands who ravin for my blood,
Or be assured how if ye let me Eve
I live to see you die for me as dogs ;